KING CANUTE
'Oh! remorse, the writhing serpent, at my bosom tears
and bites;
Horrid, horrid things I look on though I put out all the
lights;
Ghosts of ghastly recollections troop about my bed of
nights.
'Cities burning, convents blazing red with sacrilegious
fires;
Mothers weeping, virgins screaming vainly for their
slaughtered sires.'
cSuch a tender conscience,3 cries the Bishop, 'every one
admires.
'But for such unpleasant bygones cease, my gracious
Lord, to search;
They're forgotten and forgiven by our holy Mother
Church.
Never, never does she leave her benefactors in the lurch.
'Look, the land is crowned with minsters which your
Grace's bounty raised;
Abbeys filled with holy men, where you and Heaven are
daily praised.
You, my Lord, to think of dying?  On my conscience,
I'm amazed.'
*Nay, I feel,' replied King Canute, 'that my end is draw-
ing near.'
'Don't say so,' exclaimed the courtiers (striving each to
squeeze a tear);
'Sure your Grace is strong and lusty and may live this
fifty year!'
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